


The Souldirrs pole is falne: young Boyes and Gyrles 
Are Icucil now with men :The odde* is gone. 

And there is nothing left rcmarkeabk 
Beneath the vificing Moone. 

Char. Oh quietneffe, Lady. 
lr«a. She’s dead too, our Souerai°ne. 

Char. Lady. 

Iras, Madam. 

Char. Oh Madam, Madam .Madam. 

Iras. Royall Egypt: Emprefle. 

I'har. Peace,peace, Iras. 

Cleo. No more but in a Woman,and commauded 
By fuch poore palTion, as ihe Maid that Milkes, 

And doe’s the meaneft chatcs. It were for me^ 

To throw my Scepter at theiniurious Gods, 

To tell them that this World did equail theyrs. 

Till they had ftolne our Icwcll. All’s but naught i 
Patience is fottifli, and impacicncc does 
Become a Dogge that’s mad : Then is it finne. 

To rulh inco the fecret home of death. 

Ere death dare come to vs. How do you Women. 1 ’ 
What, what good chccie? Why how now Charmian ? 
My Noble Gyrles ? Ah Women, women! Looke 
Our Larupe is fpent, it’s out. Good firs-, take heart, 
Wee’lbury him : And then,what's braue,what’s Noble, 
Let’s doo’t after the high Roman fafhion. 

And make death proud to take vs. Come,away. 

This cafe ofthat huge Spirit now is cold. 

Ah Women, Women ! Come,we hauc no Friend 
BucRcfolution,and the breefeftend. 

£xettr.t , bearing cfAnthonies beefy. 

Enter Cafar,u4grippa,De/labelU } Afena-s.witb 
his Coen fell of(Varre. 

Cafar* Go to him Dollabella , bid him yecld. 

Being fo fruftrare, tell him. 

He mockes the pawies that he makes. 

Dol. C<efar,\ Hull. 

Enter Deer etas with the[word of Anthony. 

Caf. \\ hercforc is that? And what arc thou that dar'fi 
Appeare thus to vs? 

Dec, I am call’d Dccretasy 
Marke Anthony I feru’d, who befl was wot thic 
Beft to be feru d : whil'ftheftood vp,and (poke 
He was my Mafter, and I wore my life 
To (petid vpon his haters. Iftbouplcafe 
To take me to thee, as I was to him, 
lie be to Ctfar; Wj plcafcft not,I yeild thee vp my life. 

C*far. What is’t thou fay’ft ? 

Dec, I <ay (Oh C.-efar'j Anthony is dead. 

Cafar. 1 he breaking of fo great a thing, fliould make 
A greater crackc. The round World 
Should hau.e.fhooke Lyons into ciuilJ flrects. 

And Cittisens to their dennes. The death of ^Anthony 
Jsnotafingledoomc, in the name lay 
A moiry of the world. 

Dec. He is dead Cafar, 

Not by a pubhkc.miniftcr of Iuftice, 

Nor by a hyred Knife, but that felfe-hand 
Whiph writ his Honor imhe Afts it did. 

Hath with the Courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitted the heart, This is his Sword, 

I robb’d his wound ofk : behold it Rain’d 
With his moftNobic blood, 

C<ef. Looke you fad Friends, 


The Tragedie of 


The God, rebuke me, but ie is Tiding, ~~-. 

To waft* the eyes ofKings, 

Dol. And ftrangeitis. 

That Nature mud compell vs to lament 
Our moft perfifted deeds. 

Mcc.W\s taints and Honours, wa o*d , 

Dola. ARarerfpiritneuer * gd ^ UaI Wuhhi n 
Did fteere humani ty : but you Gods will gi„ c v . 
Some faults to make vs men. Cafar is toufh’d 
Mec. When fuch a fpacious Mirror’s f, t u* f 
He ncedes muft fee him fclfe. 1 before Hin 

Cafar. Oh tAnthony t 

I ha UC followed thee to this, but we doWf, 
D.feafesm our Bodies. I muft perforce “ 

Hauc (hewne to thee fuch a declining day 
Ot looke on thine: we could not ftall together 

In the whole world. But yet let me lament ’ 

With teares as Soueraigne as the blood ofheam 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor 2 
In top of all oefigne; my Matein Empire 
Friend and Companion in the front of Wa*rre 
The Armc ofmine owne Body,and the Heart" 

Where mine his thoughts did kindle; that our Starr* 
Vnrcconcihablejhould diuide our equalneffc to this" 
Learc me good mends, lS| 

But I will tell you at fome meeter Seafon, 

The bofineffe of this man lookes out of him 
Wee’l hearehim what he fayes. * 

Enter an %/£g\ptian 
Whence are you? 

vSgyp. ^ Poore Egyptian yet, the Queen my raifi tis 

Confin’d in all, (he has her Monument J 

Of thy intents, dcfircs,inftiudVion, 

That fhe preparedly may frame her felfc 
ToWway fhee’s forc’d coo. 

Cafar, Bid her haue good heart, 

She loone fhall know of vs,by fome of ours. 

How honourable, and how kindely Wee 
Determine for her.For Cafar cannoc lcauctobe vngcntlc 
So the Gods prefcrue thee. £ X{tt 

^ Come hither Procnleim. Go and fay 
V/c purpole her no fhame : giue her what comforts 
The quality ofher paffion fliall require ; 
l^eaft in her greatnefle, by fome mortall ftroke 
She do defeace vs- For her life in Rome, 

Would be eternall in our Triumph . Go, 

And with your fpeedieft bring vs what flic fayes, 

And howyoufindeofher. 

Cafar I fhall. Exit Proctilcm, 

Oaf Callus ,go you along : where’s Dolabella, to fe 
cond Proculeiu* ? 

>AIL D Glabella* 

Caf Let him alone : for I remember now 
How hec’s imployd : he fliall in time be ready. 

Go with me to my Tent, where you fhall fee 
How hardly I was drawee into this Warre, 

How calme and gentle I proceeded ftill 
In all my Writing?. G</with me, and fee 
What I can (hew in this. Exeunt 

Enter Cleopatra, Cbarmian , Iras, and Marita*. * 

Cleo. My defolation does begin to make 
A berter life ;Tis paltry to be Cafar : 

Not being Fortune, hee's but Fortunes knaue, 

A tniniiler ofher will: and it is great 
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lAnthony and Qeopatra. 


3<J5 


f Q do that thing that ends all other deeds, 
vVhicb fh*ckles accedents, and bolts vp change; 

Which fleepcs and ncucr pallatesmorc the dung, 
XhcbeggcrsNurfe,and C&fars. 

Enter frocnletw. 

fro, Cafar fends greeting to the Queene ofEgypt, 
bids thee fludy on what faire demands 
Xhou mean’ll to hauc him grant thee. 

Clto. What s thy name ? 
fro. My name is Prccnleihs. 

Cieo. Anthony 

Did veil me ofycu,bad me truft you, but 
1 do not greatly care to be deceiu’d 
yhat haue no vie for crufting. IfyourlMafler 
\\ 'ouhl haue a Qjeecc his begger, you muft cell him, 
Thar Maiefty to keepc decorum, mufti 
pjo kffe begge then a Kingdome: Ifheplcafc 
-fo gme me conquer'd Egypt for my Sonne, 

He <nc fo much of mine owne, as I 

yyjfl kncelc to him with thankes. 

fro. Be of good checre : 

Y’are falnc into a Princely hand, feare nothing, 

Make your full reference freely to my Lord, 

Who is fo full of Grace, that it flowes ouer 
On all that neede. Let me report to him 
Your fwcct depcndacie, and you fhaii finde 
A Conqueror that will pray in ay dc for kindheffe, 
Where he for grace is kneel’d too. 

Cleo, Pray yon tell him, 

I am his Fortunes Vaflall, and I fend him 
TheGienneflehe has got. I hourcly learne 
A Doctrine of Obedience, and would gladly 
Looke himuh’Face. 

Pro. This He report (deere Lady) 

Hauc comfort, for I know your plight is pittied 
Ofhim that caus’d it. 

Pro . Youfeehoweafily(hemaybcfurpriz*d: 

Guard her till Ctftr come. 

Iras, Royall Quccne. 

Clear. Oh Clropatra , thou art takcu C^ucene* 

Cleo . Quicke v quicke,good hands# 

Tro. Hold worthy Lady,hold : 

Doc not your fclfe fuch wrong,who arc in this 
Relecu’d, but not betraid. 

Cleo.W hat ofdeath too that rids our degs of languish 
Pro. Cleopatra , do not abufe my Matters bounty, by 
Th’vndoing of your fclfe: Let the World fee 
His Noblenefle well ailed, whichyour death 
Will neuer let come forth# 

Cleo . Where arc thou Death ? 

Come hither come; Come,come,and take a Quecne 
Worth many Babes and Beggers. 

Pro. Oh temperance Lady. 

Cleo . Sir,! will catcnomcate.Ilenot drinkefir. 

If idle t alke will once be neccfliry 

He not fleepe neither. This mortall houfc lie ruine. 

Do Cafar what he can. Know fir, that I 
Will not wlite pinruon’d at your Matters Court, 

Nor once be chaftic’d with the fober eye 
Of dull Oclania . Shall they hoyft me vp. 

And fhew die to the [howling Varlocarie 
Ofcenfut ing Rome ? Rather a ditch in Egypt. 

Be gentle graue vnto me, rather on Nylus muddc 
Lay me ftarke-nak*d, and let the watcr-Flies 
Blow me into abhorring; rather make 
My Countries high pyramided my Gibbet, 


) And hang me vpinChaincs. 

| Pro . You do extend 

Thcfc thoughts of horror further then you flhall 
Finde caule in Cafar. 

Enter Dolabella „ 

Dol, PrccHlems, 

What thou haft done, thy Matter Cafar knowes. 

And he hath lent for thee : for theQueene, 

11c cake her to my Guard# 

Pro • So TDolabeda, 

It fhall content me beft; Be gentle to her. 

To Cafir I will fpcake, what you fhall pleafe. 

If you’l imploy me to him. Exit PtocnleiM 

Cleo . Say, I would dye. 

, Dol. Molt Noble Emprefle, you haue heard of me. 
Cleo . I cannot tell. 

Dol, Aflurcdly yotiknow me. 

Cleo . No matter fir,what I haue heard or knowne: 
You laugh when Boyes or Women tell their Dreames^ 
Is't not your trickc? 

Dol. I vnderftandnot, Madam. 

Cleo. I dreampc there was an Emperor tsf»tbony t 
Oh fuch another fleepe, that 1 might fee 
But fuch another man. 

Dol. 1 fit might plcafe ye- 

Cleo. His face was as the Hearns,and therein flucke 
A Sunne and Moone, which kept their coune, & lighted 
The little ©Wearth. 

Dol, Moft Soueraigne Creature* 

Cleo. His legges beftrid the Ocean his rear'd armc 
Crcftcd he world : His voy ce was propertied 
As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends: 

But when he meant to quai!e,and (bake the Orbc* 

He was as ratling Thunder* For his Bounty, 

There was no winter in’e. An Anthony it was, 

That grew the more by reaping : His delights 
Were Dolphin-like, they fhew’d his backeaboue 
The Elejnenc they liu’d irv: In bis Liuery 
Wa k’d Crownes andCrownetsrRealms & Iflands were 
As places dropc from his pocket. 

Dol. Cleopatra . 

(lea , Thinke you there was 5 or might be fuch a man 
As this I dreampc of? 

Dol . Gentle Madam, no. 

Cleo . Y ou Lye vp to the hearing of the Gods s 
But if there be, nor eucr were one fuch 
It°s paft the fize of dreaming : Nature wants ftuffe 
To vie ftrange formes with fancic, yet t’imagine 
An isfnthony were Natures peecc, *gainft Fancic, 
Condemning fhadowes quite. 

Dol . Hearcme,good Madam: 

Your Ioffe is as your felfc, great; and you beareic 
As anfwering to the waight* would I might neuer 
Ore-take purfu’de fucceflc :But I do fcele 
By the rebound of yours, a greefe that fuites 
My very heart at rooce. 

Cleo. Ithankeyoufir: 

Know you what Cafar mcanes to do with me ? 

DoL I am loath to tell you what, I‘would you knew* 

Cleo . Nay pray you fir. 

c Dol . Though he be Honourable# 

Cleo. Hec’l leade me then in Triumph# 

Dol. Madam he will, I know’c. Plonrifk . 

Enter Procnlcitu , Cafar, Callus , Mecenae % 
and others of his Train*. 

AR. Make way there Cafar. 

z z Cafa r 
























































































